train the lens of his motion-picture camera on
the scene of action, for the ultimate benefit of

London, Paris, New York and Chicago.

After the show Wodehouse collected his
Mahsud ruffians together, distributed our bak-
sheesh, and gave orders for the dispersal of the
crowds that had collected. There were no
casualties, except in the case of a veiled lady who
had fainted from excitement but was revived by
her husband with severe pinches.

No casualties, but, alas, the very next afternoon
there was a real raid some ten miles off. Cap-
tain, Wodehouse was called out with a patrol of
eleven men, and in the evening, while we were
on our way deeper into the heart of the Mahsud
country, to the Ahnai Tangi, he was mortally
wounded. May he rest in peace. We feel that
the scenes he helped us to portray bear witness
in a small way to the valuable service that he,
prince of good fellows and gallant soldier, gave
in the wilds of Waziristan. Thanks to officers
like Captain Wodehouse and his famous pre-
decessors on the Afghan frontier, such as John
Nicholson and Lord Roberts, and thanks to
Tommy Atkins and his Indian comrades in arms,
the inhabitants of the rich plains of Hindustan
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